SAFE CUSTODY
Before I had finished speaking, his plans were made.
"Up the back stairs, John, to Olivia's room.
Stiven, to Mr. Palin and tell him all you know. Bring
him to me by way of the gallery, I shall be in the hall
at the foot of the stairs."
That was as much as I heard, and twenty seconds
later I was once more on the landing which served
the four bedrooms we used. This was dimly lighted
as when I had seen it last, and, though the others
were open, Olivia's door was shut.
I went to it straight, and knocked.
" Olivia," I said, " it's me."
When she did not answer, I tried to open the door,
but this was fast, so I entered her room by mine.
Again I called her—in vain. And when I had found
a switch I saw that she was not there.
Trembling with anxiety, I ran to the head of the
stairs.
"Olivia!" I cried.   "Olivia!"
As her name passed my lips a streak of flame leaped
out of the black of the hall and the deafening roar
of a pistol drowned Hubert's warning cry.
The bullet must have gone wide for I never so much
as heard it, but I had the sense to fling myself on my
face. As I did so, a second roar suggested that Hubert
was returning the enemy's fire.
Half-mad with apprehension, I tried to think what
to do.
The enemy was at large in the castle and Olivia
was not in her room. At the best that meant that
she was in instant peril: at the worst that she was
already in the enemy's hands. What had happened
was hideously clear. She had not gone to her bed, as
I had desired; instead, she had left her chamber and
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